DUCHESSE  AND  PRIEST

embarrassed and puzzled the good priest must have been at
first, when he was assailed by this vixen, assuring him in a
flood of rhetoric that she would be the first to urge the King
to confess for the sake of appearances, but desired that an
exception be made concerning her dismissal, for the reason
that Louis was a King. He took refuge in equivocal answers
and finally, seeing the drift of her manoeuvres, resorted to
silence. Then Richelieu entered the field of action and jumped
on the priest's neck and pressed his hand, while the duchesse,
adopting the languishing airs and clinging gestures of a Mary
Magdalene, caressed him and tearfully promised that she too
would repent and confess and that from henceforth she would
only return to Court as the King's friend.

That night, as she sat watching Louis, he fainted away and
became pale and motionless: they all thought he was dead;
suddenly he sat up and cried in a loud voice: 'My broth, my
broth!... and Pere Perusseau! Quick, Pere Perusseau!' The
duchesse was doomed. A covey of bishops and priests flut-
tered in from all sides and pushed her out of the room; she
stood outside, trembling with rage and humiliation. After a
short time the folding doors opened and she heard the priest's
voice thundering: 'Ladies, the King commands you to leave
his house at once/ This was Fitz-James, Bishop of Soissons.
(Son of a natural son of James II by Arabella Churchill, he
had become a chnrchman later in life and thus was unseasoned
and inclined to rigid Jansenism.) He gave orders that the
Sacred Host solemnly exposed on the altars was not to leave
the churches till the duchesse de Chateauroux and her sister
were out of the town.

They found a ruffianish crowd waiting outside. Richelieu
saw to it that they were given a travelling carriage and an
escort of musketeers. For fear of the mob, the armorial bear-
ings on the doors were removed hastily, the blinds pulled
down, the musketeers dressed in plain clothes. The ladies
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